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Call Me Mr. Rhoads, Or Randy If You'd Like 


Today is the day | start my lessons. | had booked lessons at the new guitar school that opened up down the 
way from where | worked. (| worked at a record store, lots of great music but most days were slow and 


tiring) 


There were multiple tutors that were available for private lessons, and you would be assigned one based on 
who had the most hours available. | had anxiously waited for a phone call confirming the times of the lessons 
before my phone had finally rang 3 days ago, telling me to come in on Monday and meet my teacher and 
discuss what | was interested in learning in my classes with him. 


| pulled up in the parking lot with my old and humble car, and spent ten minutes fidgeting in the dashboard 
mirror with my hair before finally exiting the vehicle and walking towards the building. It was evening in mid- 


April in California, and the air was crisp. 


Upon entering the building, | walked up to the counter, and told the lady that | was here for my 6:00 pm 
lessons. She told me to wait, and that she'd tell my tutor | was there. 


About 5 minutes later, the tall, redheaded woman returned, with a shorter, blonde man following her. | found 


myself ogling at him as he said something to her, and then walked around the edge of the counter towards me. 
| fought the urge to hide behind my hair as | felt my social anxiety bubbling up. This was THE Randy Rhoads 
and he was MY personal instructor. | had loved him since he joined the Ozzy band, but then he left that band 


and furthered his career as a classical musician. 


As he approached me, there was a small, gentle smile on his face. He looked to be about 21, just a few years 


older than me. He had soft dimples caressing the sides of his face, and a handful of small moles. 


"Hello, you must be my new student, Elizabeth. My name is Randy Rhoads, you can call me Mr. Rhoads, or just 
Randy," he said, looking at me from under his eyelashes, reaching his hand forward. Nervously | shook it, 


realizing how weak my handshake was. | blushed slightly as his eyes met mine and his smile widened. 


Follow me, I'll take you to my classroom," Randy said, turning and walking. | tried to keep up with him but | was 
shorter than he was, and he had a much more brisk pace than | did. 


We went down a hallway, lined with several doors, and stopped in front of the last door on the right. He opened 


for me, and | stepped into the room. 


It was a cozy room, with a few pictures on the walls. There were 2 comfortable looking chairs in the middle of 
the room, and a small whiteboard. There was also a desk in the far corner, where | assumed he made lesson 


plans. 4 guitars sat on the far side of the room, 2 acoustic and 2 electric. 


Randy walked past me and sat down in one of the chairs. He gestured for me to sit down as well. Shyly, | 
obliged. 


"Actually," he said, "before we begin | am going to go through these papers real quickly, | hope you don't mind.” 
He glanced at me and my cheeks got red. 


‘Its not a problem," | replied. He rose and walked across to the desk and sifted through the stack of papers 
that lurked on the outer corner. Watching him was strangely soothing. | watched intently his every facial 
expression and movement. As he read, his eyes would softly flick back and forth, and his lips would tighten and 
then relax, twitching slightly. Occasionally, his nostrils would flare a little. His blinks were thoughtful as he 
flicked through the pages, and | could just see his mind working. 


As | gazed at him, | bit my lip and could feel my heartrate increasing. Why was | doing this to myself? | tried 
to look away and instead distracted myself by fiddling with my necklace, which was a Jackson Rhoads V. 


‘| love your necklace," | heard him compliment. | looked up, surprised. He startled me. He was sitting right in 


front of me, his bright and intelligent eyes caressing my face. 


| blushed. "Oh-h-h," | stammered, suddenly sucking in my breath. "I always loved your work," | said immediately, 
internally scolding myself for my stupid reaction. My face reddened again. 


He smiled, his eyes twinkling. "You blush so often," he observed. My heart pounded harder. He was leaning over 


slightly, not too far from me. | could smell his shampoo; it smelled like strawberries. 
The energy going between us was intense. Almost on cue, we both giggled at each other, to lighten the mood. 


"I do love playing my Jacksons," Randy said, gazing off at the wall for a moment. He turned his eyes back to 
me. "We should get started," he said, a sigh following. "What would you like to learn?" 


"Oh," | said, trying to think, but all | could see was his eyes. "Um, | don't know I've never played before but | 


really, um, would like to be as good as you someday.” 

Randy looked off for a moment, before returning his gaze to me. "Well," he said. "We'll start with the basics." 
It continued like this for quite some time. He began to talk me through the basics of a guitar, the string 
names and the frets. He mentioned what the different parts of the guitar are and how they make the sounds 
that they do. Later on he retrieved the acoustics from the side of the room and gave one to me, and sat in 


front of me, talking about proper posture and hand positions. 


The electricity between us was making my skin prickle, and my heart flutter. I'm not gonna lie, | was sweating 


my ass off, trying to keep calm. 


We could not stop laughing together. The tension was so crazy, the intensity of our interaction was sharper 


than a knife. Every word spoken seemed to be charged with energy. 

Our chemistry hit a climax when | dropped my pick on the floor and he reached to pick it up for me at the 
same time | did, and our hands touched. We both recoiled instantly and ended up hitting our heads together. 
This was instantly followed by nervous laughter. 

"m sorry!" he had said. 

"No, no," | replied. "It was all me." 


The end of the lesson came too quickly, and | was very disappointed when it was time to go. 


Randy stood up with me, and we walked towards the door. He opened it for me again, and as | went to walk 


through it, he put his arm in front of where | was going to walk 


He leaned in to me. "I want you to come back tomorrow," Randy said. He leaned back suddenly, and then smiled 


softly. 


"Tomorrow?" | said. 


"Yes," he replied. "Tomorrow at 1:30 pm. Can you be here?" 

| blushed again, and giggled. He giggled back. "l-l can try," | said, caught in his eyes again 
“That's great," he said, traces of enthusiasm in his voice. 

| had fun today," | said quietly. | looked at him. 

He didn't say anything, but simply grinned. "I'd like to walk you to your car," he said finally. 

| looked at the floor, and bit my lip. He noticed. 

| wouldn't want such a soft spoken beauty as yourself being hurt,” he said, his eyes tender. 


Looking back up at him, our eyes locked. He was closer to me, looming slightly, and | felt tingles over every inch 


of my body. 

"My car's at the edge of the lot, | hope thats not an issue," | said, feeling guilty. 

"It's not a problem at all, Elizabeth," he assured. 

"Beth," | corrected quietly. 

"Beth," he said, still smiling. 

| walked towards the front door of the building, and he trailed behind me. As | stepped outside, he followed 
close and then walked beside me, his arm brushing mine a few times, sending jolts across my own arm and 
torso. | thought about his eyes again, how they go right into my soul. 

"Where do you live?" Randy inquired, breaking my thoughts. 

"Burbank actually,” | said. "I work at Jimothy's Records down the street" 

"Oh, really?" he asked. "I'll have to drop by some time, and visit you!" 

| would love that. "You don't have to," | said, looking at him. "| don't want to be an inconvenience." 

"Never," he said, mildly amused. 


We walked to the edge of the parking lot only to find that my car was..gone. 


"| parked it right here," | said, bewildered. Panic began to set in. Oh god no. 


"Maybe | parked it somewhere else!" | said, walking faster. | couldn't see any cars even remotely similar to 
mine anywhere around. Looking at the ground in frustration, | noticed there were shards of glass. Randy saw 
as well, 


"Oh no," | said, becoming hysterical. 


Randy looked at me for a long moment. "| could drive you home if you want, and we could sort things out," he 


offered, sounding concerned. 
"Some asshole stole my car!" | shouted, crying. This was my worst nightmare. 
"Hey, hey," he said, putting a hand on my back 


| felt stressed and irritated and dread filled my stomach. | followed Randy to his car and sat in the front seat 


by him. It smelled like donuts and cigarette smoke. 


As he pulled out onto the street, he glanced at me. Without saying a word, he continued to drive, until | 


realized | didn't know where we were going. 
"Where are we going, Randy?" | asked, concerned. 


He looked at me. "The police station," he replied "You can report a missing vehicle." 


